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The Qomicall Hiftory of 

Yea, mocke the Lyon when he rores for prey, 

To win the Lady. Bat alas, the while 
If Hercules and Lycb&s play at dice 
Which is the better man, the greater throw 
May turne by fortune from the weaker hand: 

So is Jlctdes beaten by his rage. 

And fo may I, blinde fortune leading mee, 

Mifle that which one vn worthier may attaine. 

And dye with greeuing. 

Portia. You mutt take your chance. 

And either not attempt to choofe at all, 

Or fwear before you choofe,if you choofe wrong, 

Neuer to fpeake to Lady afterward 
In way of marriage, therefore be ad uifde. 

A/or.Nor will not, come bring me to my chance 

For. Firft forward to the Temple, after dinner 
Your hazard flhall be made. 

Mor. Good fortune then, 

To make me bleft,or curfedft among men. 

Exeunt. 

Enter the Slovene alone. 

Qoxvne, Certainly, my confcience will ferue me to run from 
this lew my matter, The fiend is at mine elbow,and tempts me 
faying to mee, Gobbo, Lancelet Gobbo, good Lancelot , or good 
Gobbo, or good Lancelet Gobbo , vfe your legges,take the ftartc, 
runne away : My Confcience fayes no; take heed honeft Lance - 
let, takeheede honeft £0^0, or as aforefaide, honeft Lamcelet 
Gobbo , do not runne, fcorne running with thy heeles. Well,thc 
moft couragious fiend bids me packe,/* fayes the fiend, away 
fayes the fiend, for the heauens roufc vp a braue mind fayes the 
fiend, and runne. Well, my confcience hanging about the neck 
of my heart, fayes very wifely to me ; My honeft friend Lance - 
/ft,bcing an honeft mans fonne, or rather anhoneft womans 
fonne, for indeede my Father did fomething fmack,fomething 
grow too 3 he had a kinde of tafte : well, my confcience fayes 

bouge 


the Merchant of Venice 

bouge not ; bouge faies tlie fiend ; bouge not fayes my Con- 
ference. Confcience fay I you counfell well ; Fiend fay I you 
counfellill. To be rul’d by my Confcience, I fhouldftay with 
the lew my matter, who (God blefle the marke) is a kinde of 
diuell ; and to runne away from the lew, I ftrould be rul’dc by 
the fiend, who (fauing you r reuerence) is the Diuell himfelfe . 
Certainly the lew is the very diuell incarnall,and in my confci- 
ence, my confcience is but a kinde of hard confcience, to offer 
to counfell me to ftay with the lew. The fiende giucs the more 
friendly counfaile, I will run fiend, my heeles are at your com- 
mand,! will run. 

Enter eld Gobbo with a Backet. 

Gobbo yong man, you I pray you, which is the way 

to Matter Iewes? 

Lance. O heauens, this is my true begotten Father,'wbo be- 
ing more then fand blind, high grauell blinde, knowes me nor, 

I will try conclufions with him. 

Gobbo. Matter yong Gentleman,I pray you which is the Way 
to matter Iewes ? 

; Lance, Turne vp on your right hand at the next turning, but 
at the next turning of all on your left ; marry at the verie nexte 
turning turneoftio hand, butturnedowne indirectly vntothe 
Iewes houfe. 

Gobbo. Be Gods fonties twill bee a hard way to hit, canyon 
tell me whither one Lancelet that dwcls with him, dwell with 
bim.orno? ; - \ 

L*w<?A?f.Talke you of young matter Lancelet ? Marke mee 
now, now will I raife the waters .• 

Talkeyou ofyongM, Lancelet v 

. Gobbo * No matter-fir, but a poore mans foane- 
HisFather (though 1 fay it) 

Is au honeft exceeding poore man. 

And God be thanked, well to line. 

Lancelet. Well, let his Father be what a will, we talk of yong 
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